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pRom faireft Creatures we defire increafe. 

That thereby beauties Rofe might never die. 

But as the riper fhould by time deceafe* 

His tender heire might beare his memory : 

But thou contracted to thine owne bright eyes 
Feedft thy lightsflame with felfe fubftanuall fewell. 
Making a famine where aboundance lies, 

Thy felfe thy foe, to thy fweet felfe too crueJh 
Thou that art now the worlds frefh ornament. 

And only herauld to the gaudy fpring. 

Within thine ownc bud burieft thy content, 

And tender chorle makft waft in niggardrng ; 

Pitty the world^or clfe this glutton be. 

To eate the worlds due,by the grave and thee. 
When fortie Winters (hall befeige thy brow. 

And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field. 

Thy youthes proud livery fo gaz’d on now. 

Will be a totter’d weed of fmall worth held : 

Then being askt,where all thy beautie lies. 

Where all the treafure of thy iufty dayes ; 

To fay within thine owne deepc funken eyes^ 

Were an all-eating (hame.and thriftlefTepra/fe. 

How much more praife deferv’d thy beauties ufc* 

If thou couldft anfwerc this fairc child of mine 
Shall fum my counr,aiid make my old excufc. 
Prooving his beautie by fucceffion thine. 

1 his were to be new made when thou artokfj 
And fee thy blood waxmc when thou feel’ft it cold. 
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Look* in thy glafte and tell the face thou Vewcft, 
jsjowis the rime that face fhould forme an other, 
Whofe frefh repaine if now thou not reneweft. 

Thou doo’ft beguile the world,unbleflefome mother* 
For where is fhe fo faire whofe un-eard wombe 
Difdaines the tillage of thy husbandry ? 

Or who is he fo fond will be the tombe. 

Of his felfe love to flop pofteritie ? 

Thou art thy mothers glade and llie in thee 
Calls backe the lovely Aprill of her prime. 

So thou through wl ndowes of thine age fhalr fse," 
Difpighc of wrinkles this thy gouldedtime. 

I But if thou live remember not to be, 

\ Hie fingle and thine Image dies with thee. 


TouthfuR glory. 

QThat you were your felfe, but love you are 
r . Mo longer yours, Then you yeur (clfe here live* 
rbiscoinming end you fhould prepare. 

And your fweet femblanec'to fome ocher give. 

So fhould that beauty which you bold ir.lcafe 
rind no determination, then you were 
Your felfe again after your felfcs deceafc, 

When your fweet iflTue your fweetc forme fhould bearc.' 
Who letsfo fairc a boufe fall to decay. 

Which husbandry in honour might uphold, 

Againu the ftormy gulfs of winters day 
And barren rage 0 f deaths eternall cold ? 
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